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Author's Notes: 
Written for the tumblr prompt "It's okay, you can cry" with Slaxl. Very loosely based on when Axl broke his 
foot in ‘4. 


"Have you ever heard the expression ‘break a leg'?" Axl asked the audience, grinning tensely into the 
microphone, "Cause, | think | just did." 


Slash snapped his head over to the singer. He had seen him stumble when he jumped off one of the amps, but 
the redhead hadn't missed a beat of the verse, so he hadn't thought anything of it. In hindsight though he 
realized that Axl had been far less animated the remainder of the song. Looking across the stage, he could see 
Duff and Izzy wearing matching looks of concern, Steven wide eyed and worried behind his drums. But before 
any of them could move to do anything, Axl started going into the next song, leaving his band mates to quickly 
get in gear. The show must go on, apparently. 


The guitarist wanted to believe that maybe Axl was fine- maybe his boyfriend had just been joking, or 
exaggerating, and nothing was wrong. But the entire rest of the show he watched the singer lean heavily on his 


right foot, never putting too much pressure on his left, and he hopped as best he could but never jumped, and 
skipped a little but never ran. His singing never faltered, because he was fucking good at what he did, but 


anytime Axl turned away from the audience, his eyes would clench shut for just a moment. 
Axl was in pain. 


When they finished the last song, giving a few final waves and calls to the audience, the band was finally free 
to descend upon their singer. Duff's long legs got him there first, throwing an arm around the redhead as 
casually as he could when all he wanted to do was just pick him up entirely. Slash and Izzy reached Axl's right 
side at the same time, resulting in a quick staredown- the best friend versus the boyfriend- before Slash 
sighed and relented, standing back and allowing the other man to wrap an arm around Axl's waist and fall into 


step with the others. Slash and Steven followed close behind as the singer was practically carried off stage. 
"Fuuuuuuuuuck," Axl hissed when they finally made it backstage, discarding all pretense as he leaned against his 
band mates and held his injured foot off the ground, "Fuck, fuck, FUCK! Most of the crew was quick to clear 
out of the way, scared off by Axl's angry screech. 

"l'Il go grab the medic," Steven volunteered, quickly sprinting ahead of the group. 

When they finally reached the dressing room, Axl was quick to pull away from Duff and Izzy, batting their 
hands away as he fell onto the couch, stretching his left leg out beside him, "Fuck," he muttered. His tone was 


tired, and frustrated, and his hands shook just slightly when he ran them roughly through his hair. 


"Anything we can do while we wait for the nurse?" Duff asked, bouncing on the balls of his feet with the 
desire to do something to help. 


Axl was too busy grinding his teeth and staring at the ceiling to respond, so Izzy decided to show some mercy 
and answered, "Why don't you grab a couple bottles of water?" 


Nodding enthusiastically, Duff immediately rushed out of the room to complete his task With a mental ‘fuck it, 
Slash moved to sit beside Axl on the couch. He could see the muscle in Axl's jaw twitch as he ground out, "You 
all need to chill the fuck out, I'm fine." 


"Really," Slash drawled, raising an eyebrow, "because you were cussing up quite a storm a few minutes ago." 


"Yeah because it hurts like a fucking bitch, that doesn't mean /m a bitch!" Axl snapped, snarling at the 
guitarist, "| can fucking handle it, so back off!" 


As the singer turned away, Slash and Izzy shared a look. 


‘lm gonna go see what's taking Steven so long," Izzy stated calmly, exiting the room with a small nod so that 


Slash would understand. He was buying them a little time. 


Weeks ago, when Axl and Slash got into their first fight as a couple, the lead guitarist had ended up shitfaced 
and laying on the floor of Izzy's bedroom, complaining about the redhead's inability to react to anything 
negative with anything other than anger. 


"Why can't he just, just fucking fee/ things like a normal person? Not everything is cause for him fucking 


breaking a lamp or whatever!" 


Izzy had looked at him with a steady gaze, taking a long drag of his cigarette as he debated his next words. 
"You know," he began slowly, "Axl didn't learn all the same things that we did. His childhood lessons were.. 


different than most." 


Even drunk as he was, Slash immediately felt his heart sink They all knew Axl's past was rough. Only Izzy knew 
the details, but they all knew. 


Shrugging, Izzy tilted his head up to exhale a stream of smoke, "I think even now, he thinks that if he shows 
that he's hurt- really hurt- he'll be punished for it," he turned to look Slash in the eye, a sad sort of 


exhaustion in his voice, "And he'll be hurt even more." 


Slash thought of his own parents, of his family, and he honestly couldn't wrap his head around it. He couldn't 
fathom being punished for being vulnerable. But after that day, it was a little easier to understand the man he 
loved. It was easier to see the way rage would cloak Axl like a shield, to see the defense behind his attacks. To 
see the fear in every snap of his teeth. 


And he could see it now, too. 


Axl was no stranger to pain. But he was still a stranger to comfort in the face of it. So Slash was slow and 
clear as he moved to put his arm around his boyfriend's shoulder. He was undeterred when the singer tensed, 
hushing him softly as he pulled Axl's back against his chest. Hugging him close, he placed a gentle kiss on his 
fiery hair. 


‘Its okay, you can cry," he whispered soothingly. He felt the hitch in Axl's breath more than heard it. Thin 
shoulders started to shake in his embrace, and he knew the singer was trying to hold it all in, biting back the 
pain. Leaning in closer, he kissed the skin below Axl's ear, keeping his words soft and private even in the empty 


room, "I know it hurts. You're safe, you're safe now. I've got you. It's okay to cry now." 
There's no response. But a few minutes later he feels a drop of water on his hand. 


Its quiet. The silent tears are almost jarring compared to Axl's usual volume and presence, but Slash doesn't 


push anymore. He just keeps holding him, whispering softly as Axl lets go as much as he can. 


When a knock on the door sounds five minutes later, Slash waits until Axl has hastily wiped his face before 
calling out for the person to come in. The room quickly fills up with the rest of the band and the on-call 


medics, no one commenting on the singer's red rimmed eyes. But as they bustle around to assess his leg, and 


even when they declare that he will have to go to the hospital because his foot is most certainly broken, Axl 
is still far more relaxed than he had been. Like a weight off his shoulders. 


When the group finally leaves to make their journey to the hospital, because none of them wanted to leave, 


Axl manages a smile. 


And when Slash sweeps him up bridal style, he even manages to laugh. 


